MY FORTVXE
to daylight, bringing with him six bottles of brandy
which was more than one hundred years old.
If the household had hoped that the end of its
tribulation was now in sight, it was very soon dis-
abused, for aJmost at once it appeared that Bugle
was in search of refreshment, and not of such
consolation as liquor will bring. Indeed, for the next
four hours he worked with astonishing vigour,
ransacking drawers and cupboards all over the house
and doing most horrid damage wherever he went,
Since he made no attempt to conceal his occupation,
the noise of this mischief was continually heard by
the Count, who went nearly out of his mind as door
after door was burst open and drawer after drawer
was forced: but though with howls and yeUs he
besought and commanded the servants to interfere,
they either remained out of earshot or preferred to
provoke their master to provoking a strong man
armed*
At last, about half past four, Bugle had appeared
in the courtyard and had laden the best of the cars
with the booty which he had secured. He had then
shouted up to the Count that unless he gave him
money, he would set fire to the place. After a
fearful scene, the Count had thrown down the best
part of a hundred pounds and then, upon Bugle's
demand, his watch and chain and tie-pin and diamond
links. After that the rogue took his leave: and with
him he took the wheel-caps of the car which he
left, so as to put out of question any attempt at
pursuit.
As though this were not enough, the Count was now
unable to leave the turret-chamber in which he had
spent the day, for the fear which had lent him tbe
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